TRAVEL-DIARY

a penal decapitation, the Leads are usually stuck on poles
above the city gates, out of reach of the victims' families.
In Kwei-teh, as elsewhere, the authorities' scale of
punishments is fatally simple. In order to scare his cook,
who had stolen and re-sold a large quantity of the hos-
pitaPs sugar, Brown once reported him to the Mayor.
Happening to glance out of the window next morning, he
was just in time to prevent the cook being led out to be
shot. When, later, he expostulated, the Mayor seemed
surprised: cBut I thought you wanted me to punish him?'

We lunched, as arranged, with the Whites. There was
another guest, a Baptist minister from further down the
line. We had fruit-juice, meat-loaf, salad, and cake. It
was a resolutely cheerful little American household; Mrs.
White was educating her daughter with the aid of corre-
spondence-school books. One couldnH help wondering
what would have happened to them six months from now.
If the Japanese came, the Whites had arranged to take
refuge in the hospital-compound. Neither of them seemed
in the least nervous at the prospect.

The meal opened with a slight misunderstanding. 6I
have a lot of bandits in my field,' the Baptist minister
told us.

&How very unpleasant for you,' said Auden sympa-
thetically. 4Do they steal your vegetables?9

The minister looked somewhat puzzled until Mr. White
explained; 'It's the mission-field he means,'

The conversation then became professional: cln Loyang
he heard the Gospel, and it took root.7 4He was quite a
skilled silversmith, but when he became a Christian he
refused to make dragons and other works of the Devil. So
he lost his job** 'The Japanese remind me of that text in

90